i$4                             LAST DAYS
Miss Winifred Alexander, I take the following notes. Steer had inferred
to the oculist's parting words:
He litde knew, Mr. Steer said, how from that moment God had blessed him! He'
had become quite resigned and even found that many things looked better through a
slight ha2e then when he could see them clearly. Though he could not see to paint,
he could see quite a lot out of the corner of his eye. He held things at the side of his
face.
The last watercolour he painted was about two years before he died. He told me he
had not been pleased with it and had done a thing he had never done before; plunged
it into a basin of water and scrubbed it gently, then brought it up to dry. The result
was a lovely ethereal picture. He sold it almost at once for ^45.
I feel you know so much more than I of all his quaint ways: how he used to sit
with his hat on for fear of draughts, or pick it up from his side to wear when he went
from room to room. He always said the English climate was eight months winter
and four months bad weather!
You will know too how much he disliked having more than one visitor at a time,
and how the pleasure of receiving letters was spoiled by the thought of having to
answer them. When he did so he was as brief as possible, avoiding anything personal,
saying one could not be too careful what one wrote; it could be so easily misinterpreted!
Of biographies, he told me, the one he had most enjoyed was of Hugh Lane by his
Aunt, because it was simple and truthful, giving an exact picture of the only real
Saint he had known.
Latterly he used to do most of the local shopping. He would go out with his red
string-bag, and very often was accompanied by his cat and dog, one on either side of
him. Both cat and dog died almost a year before him and he missed them very much.
The few things that broke the peace and caused a temporary upheaval were threat-
ened visits from strangers, which were usually refused.
I remember hurrying to see him the morning after Chelsea Old Church had been
demolished and when Rfley Street was destroyed, expecting to find him in a nervous
state; but both he and *Ho* were unperturbed: in fact he did not seem to realize until
several weeks after how bad it had been. He always slept in his basement shelter after
the night when a small bomb exploded in the garage behind his house, smashing
most of the windows. Even this he took calmly, telling me that thunder-storms upset
him far more than any raid.
I remember too being surprised by his self control when 'Flo* one day discovered a
young window-deaner, who must have been slightly mad, 'touching up* a number
cf his nudes, entirely spoiling at least one. The window-cleaner was dismissed and he
and *Flo* set to work to undo the damage.1
From the former helper, Miss M. W. Glenn Huggins, previously secre-
tary to Croal Thomson, come the following memories:
In early days Me. Steer's family made him a small allowance which at times ran
short towards the end cfthe month* He did not want to write home for more, since die
allowance, with care, was really enough He fended for himself and used to go to one
of die cold-meat cook-shops aad buy for twopence a ham bone which was nearly
1 The scrubbing was ineflecove: the studies had to be destroyed.